A        MEETING        WITH         DESTINY

Inside the office truck the R.H.Q. clerk, stripped
of his blouse, stood reading the form the Adjutant
had handed to him. He had a personal interest in
the information it contained, for he and Sergeant
Barber had been cronies during the long spell in
billets at Armentifires before the Invasion started.

" Poor old Barber ..."

The memory of many a dish of steak and chips and
onions that he and Sergeant Barber had demolished
in the evenings at the little restaurant in the Rue des
Quatre-Saisons, where they had the bald, talkative
parrot, surged up with a painful vividness. He
remembered the evening when the parrot bit Barber's
thumb, and the blood froze on it like a red icicle
during their walk back to billets, on a night with
the temperature twenty-two degrees below freezing
point. And here he was now, sitting with his blouse
off because it was so blasted hot, and he'd give some-
thing to take his trousers off, too. And poor old
Barber had packed it up. And he'd been talking to
him only the day before during a halt outside Givenchy.
And . . .

His next recollection perturbed him. He remem-
bered that he had borrowed five shillings from Barber
weeks ago, and had never paid him back. He wished
now, from the bottom of his heart, that he had given
him the money yesterday. You couldn't tell. Old
Barber might have been thinking 'of that five bob he
owed him just when he was killed. It might have
been his last thought on this earth. Funny things
like that did happen. The office clerk wished and
wished he had paid that debt. No good wishing.
He'd never be able to pay Barber now. He began
to get faintly worried. How could he transmit the
money to the dead man's heirs ?

" A nasty knock, too, for Ivy . . /'
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